A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
there's them 'at says it was the death o' 'im.
To think o' Marget ha'en sic an establish-
ment ! , . .

" Na, I hinna seen the mournin', I've heard
o't. Na, if Marget doesna tell me naething,
am no the kind to speir naething, an* though
I'll be at the kirk the morn, I winna turn my
heid to look at the mournin'. But it's fac as
death I ken frae Janet McQuhatty 'at the
bonnet's a1 crape, an* three yairds o1 crape on
the dress, the which Marget calls a costume . .
Ay, I wouldna wonder but what it was hale
watter the morn, for it looks michty like rain,
an* if it is it'll serve Marget richt, an' mebbe
bring doon her pride a wee. No 'at I want to
see her humbled, for, in coorse, she's graad
by the like o' me. Ou, but . . /'
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